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Fade to Black 


Author's Notes: 

Hey guys! | promise | haven't given up on my other stories, I've decided to finish B-52 where it is and revise 
it, and then I'll get working on the sequel. 

Anyways, I've been writing a lot of Dave/Cliff lately and i honestly can't get enough of them.. 

| hope you guys enjoy! 

Pain. Searing pain. 

All| feel is the white hot searing pain everywhere. 

Being crushed. 


Why? 


What has happened? 


All| hear is screaming, shouting, arguing. All muted however, like when you turn the volume up loud on your 


amp but way down on your guitar. Muffled 

| try to speak but | can't. There's something on me, pinning me down, stopping me. Something heavy. 
It goes quiet and all | hear is soft sobs. | let out a soft whimper, followed by two louder ones. 
Whoever is around me noticed, they're shouting to call someone. 


| don't know where | am, | don't know who else is here. | don't know what is laying on top of me. | don't know if 


I'll live. 
All | want is to see him again 
My beautiful boyfriend and best friend. 


His slim, tight figure, his beautiful, vivid hazel eyes. His cute pointed nose, his soft, full, pink lips. And of course, 
his striking red hair. 


He's the love of my life 

He's the light of my life 

| met him when | was still in Trauma, way back in September of 1983, immediately falling for him. 
When I joined Metallica, he was still in the band. That's when he and | first um, well you know.. 


They kicked him out of the band in March, | had no say. They say he was bad with drugs and alcohol, but in all 


honesty he wasn't as bad as they were saying. 
| think Lars was just looking for any reason to kick him out. 
| think James was too, they used to be a couple, that is until James slept with a member of the band Exodus. 


That band member later joined Metallica, as Dave's replacement, but nothing else happened between them, as 


Kirk, the ex-exodus member, soon got with Lars. 
Complicated, | know. 
Dave has his own band now, they're really good and he has the drive to succeed. 


They're called Megadeth, and they just released a kickass new album earlier this month, called ‘Peace Sells.. But 
Who's Buying?’ It's got some insane thrash songs on it, and you can really hear the thirst and the skill on the 


album. And Dave sounds really cute so that's a bonus. 


| can't wait to just get out of this mess so | can see Dave again, | miss him so much. | haven't seen him in a 


while. | just want to hug and kiss him and be in his presence. 


| hear the dull sound of sirens and some sort of loud truck approach closer to me, I'm guessing they're going 


to try and get whatever this is off of me. 
| can hear shouting, but | can't make out what they're saying. 


And then the white hot pain increases as whatever is lifted off of me is removed, | try not to pass out from 


the sheer intensity of the pain 
Just think about Dave. You get to see him soon. 


| can't die, not yet. Not here and not now. | want to die when I'm old and wrinkly. And married with kids, to 


Dave of course. 


| can imagine it now, | can see the wedding, how beautiful he will look walking down the aisle in a tux, hair in a 


braid? l'm not sure why | automatically went to that hairstyle but whatever. 


And they're lifting me onto something, something that rolls.. oh its a stretcher! That means, yup they're 


loading me into an ambulance now. 


We get to the hospital in what feels like seconds, and I'm trying to look at the signs but | can't read them. | 
don't think they're in English. 


The bright lights are giving me a headache, but | don't close my eyes because I'd rather not die. 
| have to stay for him. 

"Dave." | wheeze out, not even recognizing my own voice. 

"What did you say?" One of the doctors, thank god he speaks English, asked. 

"Dave.. l- want Dave." My throat hurts, scrapes, burns every time | talk but | have to do it. 


"Who is Dave? Does he have a last name?" A female doctor with a long, black ponytail asks me. | recognize her 


somehow, l'm not sure from where though. But there's something about her that looks familiar. 


‘Mustaine. His name is David Mustaine." I'm slowly getting more used to talking, and | can't feel any pain 


anymore so that's good | guess. 


| can feel their hands on me and everything, but the pain is numbed so that's good. | guess that means l'm not 
paralyzed? 


"Is he family?" No. Yes. Definitely. But not legally or biologically. 
"No." 


"Who is he then? A guardian, emergency contact, friend, boyfriend?" Some of the other doctors look at him 


when she says boyfriend, and | can feel the work they're doing pause for a moment. 


"Don't you dare stop working just because | asked that. So what if this ‘David' is his boyfriend? Are you going 
to let this man die?" She snapped at the other doctors and | immediately felt the work resume. 


"Please answer, Cliff. Is he here with you? There's three men waiting for you in the lobby you know.’ Not 


them. | don't care about them. | just want Dave. 
Also, how the fuck does she know my name? 


"Not here. The states. He's my best friend.. and my- boyfriend” One of the workers gasps and the friendly 


lady doctor yells at him and sends him out of the room. 


‘lm sorry about him. We'll ask your friends about him." She gives me a sad smile before examining something 


on my chest, my neck is in a brace so | can't move my head to see what. 
She crosses the room to write something down, before coming back and talking to me again. 


"You guys keep working. If you need me let me know and I'll jump in | need to keep him conscious right now." 


She says the the other doctors before turning back to me. 


‘lm a very big fan of yours, you know. I've loved Metallica since Ron and Mustaine were in the band. | also 


used to go to some Trauma shows back in the day as well" Thats where | recognized her from! 
"Favourite ‘Tallica song?" | asked her, she takes a moment to consider this. 


"Either the original version of Jump in The Fire, Ride the Lightning, or Call of Ktulu." She gives a small, shy 
smile when she says this, she knows her stuff. 


"The original as in the version on the demo tape?" | ask, she nods. 


"All good choices. All written by Dave as well" She gives a small wink as | say this, she must be a fan of his 


as well. 


"Do you listen to Megadeth?" She asks, unsure about the question. 


‘Of course. They're amazing. And Dave is my well you know, so of course | listen to them" She gives a small 


laugh when | made the comment about Dave, | just feel weird talking about it. 


"| waited in line for hours to get a copy of Peace Sells, | was so excited for the album. I've already memorized 


the lyrics. You know, Dave actually isn't a bad singer. His voice fits really well with the music." 
"That's exactly what | always say!" Wow, | like this girl. 
"We're ready to take him up for surgery." Our conversation was interrupted. 


"Okay, I'll notify his friends and meet you up there." The cool doctor said before waving goodbye to me and go 
to where | presume the lobby is. 


| didn't pay attention to anything the doctors were saying after | signed the consent forms, | just stayed quiet 
and examined the not-english signage that adorns the walls and roof of the hospital. 


The elevator ride is quick, and in no time I'm in the operating room. 
A nurse takes a mask and puts it over my mouth, "Count down from one hundred for me please." She asks. 
"One hundred, ninety-nine, ninety-eight, ninety-sevuuu..” 


And it all goes black. 


Last Minute Flight: 


"Dave, phone calll" David called from the living room of the small apartment they shared. 

"Dave you lazy asshole it's six pm. wake the fuck up!" No response from Dave. 

David barged into Dave's room, throwing a wet towel at the sleeping ginger, waking him up with a wet slap. 
"What the fuck?" A groggy, sleep drunk Dave mumbled into his pillow. 


"| CALLED FOR YOU LIKE A HUNDRED TIMES YOU MOTHERFUCKER GET OFF YOUR LAZY ASS AND ANSWER THE 
PHONE!" David yelled in Dave's face, scaring him out of bed. 


"Okay no need to yell you asshat." Dave put his hands up in mock surrender, hurrying into the living room. 


David couldn't help but blush and chuckle at the sight of Dave, stumbling throughout the apartment clad only 


in a pair of Halloween boxers. 


| mean it's hard to take someone seriously when they're walking around in purple boxers covered in jack-o- 


lanterns. 

"Hello?" Dave asked, the sound of muffled shouting and talking audible through the receiver. 
‘Is this David Mustaine?" David? What the fuck no one calls me David. 

"Uh yes, who is this?" 


"This is Dr. Corinne Lynn | have some news that may upset you. Are you able to talk right now?" Fuck. What 
the fuck 


"Yeah l'm here." 


| work in the Ljungby Hospital in Kyrkogatan, Ljungby, Sweden. | have some news concerning who l'm told is 


your partner.” 
No. Not Cliff. No. God please no. 
"Cliff?" He managed to choke out through his quickly tightening throat. 


"Yes. We have him in the operating room, he has six broken ribs and a ruptured appendix, along with a tear in 


his left lung. We have great hopes that he will survive." 


The frontman broke down into sobs, unable to contain himself. 
"What the fuck, how did this happen?" He barely manages to speak through his sobs. 


"He was thrown out of a bus, the bus tipped and landed on him. There's no brain or spinal injury and we're 


hopeful for a full recovery." 

"How long is the surgery going to be?" 

"Probably twelve to fifteen hours. He'll be in the hospital at least a week." 

‘I'm gonna catch the next flight over. Do you think you could let the Metallica guys know for me?" 


"Of course. | look forward to meeting you Dave, even under these rather.. shitty circumstances. l'm a huge fan 


of yours." 

"A metalhead doctor? God fucking damn that's awesome. I'll see ya soon. Thanks Corinne." 

The receiver clicked silent and Dave turned around, running to his room while sobbing loudly. 

"Dave what the fuck?" David asked, poking his head out of his bedroom door. 

"l- Cliff- he got-"Dave let out a loud whimper before finishing "crushed!" 

Watching Dave literally get naked and throw on some skinny jeans and a Misfits shirt- Cliffs Misfits shirt- 
while sobbing uncontrollably and throwing random clothes and things into a duffel bag sent David on a 
rollercoaster of emotions, ranging from confused to aroused, to sad and angry and once again just really 
confused by this whole ordeal. 

"lm catching the next plane to Switzerland. | need to be with him in the hospital." 

"Oh, okay," 


How will we afford this? Oh the savings account right that's a thing now. 


"Dave take our card. You need to use the savings, we can't risk throwing off either of our credit lines." David 


handed Dave the card and Dave pulled him into a hug before grabbing his passport and heading for the door. 
"Dave wait one more thing." 
Dave turned around, looking flustered and upset. 


"Yeah what is it David?" 


"You're not still using anything are you?" 
"l'm not that dumb | would never travel on or with drugs. | haven't used anything in a year I'll be okay." 
"Okay. Bye have a safe trip. Be smart and don't get hurt” 


"Okay thanks mom. I'll see you when | get back loser." The ginger gave a wave before rushing out the door. 


"Taxi!" Immediately after he hailed, a taxi pulled out in front of Dave. 
The redhead climbed in, greeting the driver with a quick hello. 
"Where you headed to?" He asked. 

"The airport” 


The cab driver must have had the radio station turned onto a rock station, "Wake Up Dead" was about halfway 
finished. 


"Headed somewhere important?" The driver tapped his fingers on the steering wheel to the bassline of the 


song. 


"Yeah, I'm going to Switzerland. My steady was in a bad accident and | want to be there with he-them." Dave 


corrected himself as he uncomfortable shifted in the passenger seat. 

Dave guessed that the cab driver was listening to the whole album, because "The Conjuring" played next. 
"Steady as in partner?" He quizzed at the ginger. 

"Yeah." Dave nervously avoided eye contact. 

"Partner as in like.. dude?" Dave met eyes with the cab driver and nodded. 

"That's cool man. You know, there's rumours about you and Ellefson. Is it him?" 

He knows who | am? 

"Uhh no not him. You know the bassist of Metallica?" He gives the redhead a surprised look when he say this. 


"Yeah | never would have guessed...” 


"That he's gay?" Dave finished his sentence for him. 

"Yeah." 

The frontman broke the awkward silence surrounding them as soon as "The Conjuring" finished. 

"So are you a Megadeth fan then?" He gave a small smile before nodding. 

"Yeah, | love you guys but | never have any free time or enough money to see you guys live. | buy bootlegs 
as shitty as that is though." 


He gave a nervous look saying the last part, clearly unsure if Dave would be upset or not. 


ou know, you can just come anytime. l'il make sure you always have a TickeT and or seat.’ Dave gave a smile 
"You know, y just ytime. I'll mak you always h ticket and t" Dave g | 


to the cab driver. 


"You don't even know who | am, my name, anything about me, and you're offering me free access to your 


shows?" 
"Yeah, but | like you. You seem like a great person so | thought Id help’ 

More conversation, although unimportant, ensued, taking them all the way to the airport. 
"And we're here" 

"Thanks for the ride man, how much do | owe?" 

"Dont sweat it. Save the money for transport and food or something” 

"No | couldn't, How much?" 

"Don't, seriously’ 

"Thanks man. And by the way, what's your name?" 

"Chris, Chris Taylor" 

"Awesome meeting you Chris. Ill be in touch" 


Dave exited the cab and walked towards the airport, overwhelmed by emotion. 


Dave 


Fuck. This fucking airport is so busy, especially at seven o' clock at night. 

| hope to god that | can get a flight, | don't know what I'll do if | can't. 

Ticket kiosk where are you? 

Ah there! 

| hurry across the airport, moving as quickly as | can through the lines of people. 

A friendly looking airport worker or whatever they're called greets me with a smile. 

"How can | help you today, Sir?" He greets me with way too much enthusiasm in his voice. 
Hah sir. No one calls me that. 


‘lm looking for a flight to the Copenhagen airport." He raises his eyebrows as | say this, I'm guessing not many 


people come rushing into the airport to go to Copenhagen 
"Are you looking for a nonstop flight?" 

'Uh yes, thats preferable" 

He looks through a bunch of files before finding one and pulling it out 

"lil just need you to quickly fill this out" 

He hands me a quick customs thing about declaration of goods and bullshit like that and | quickly fill it out. 
"And three valid pieces of ID, a payment method, and a passport please.” 

| quickly get all that out, he takes a moment to verify it all before handing it back to me. 

"Here's your ticket sir. Your plane departs at 20:30, Is there anything else you need?" 

"| need a way to get from the Copenhagen airport to the Ljungby Hospital 

| hope he can help, | have no fucking idea how to get around Sweden 


"The best way would be by bus. | have a bus here that you catch at Koebenhavns Lufthavns Street, once you 
get to Copenhagen." 


Fuck! That's absolutely perfect! 

"That's perfect. What bus?" 

"You'll have to walk to Koebenhavns Lufthavns St, it's bus 029. You'll stay on that through the stop to 
Centralstation. There will be a stop at Almhult St, and you'll want to get off there, itll be around 18:03. Then 
catch bus 851 at 18:20. You'll get to the Ljungby busstation and get off there. It's a seven minute walk to the 
hospital from there." 

As he says this, he circles where to go on a map and writes it down on a small piece of paper for me. 
"Thank you so much for the help. | truly appreciate it" | give him a genuine smile as | say this. 

"No problem. Oh and Dave," 

"Yeah?" 

"Be safe. Say hi to Cliff and the boys for me would you?" 

Another metalhead? Holy fuck! He must be up to date, seeing as he knows they're in Sweden 


"Of course. | gotta go through security now, thanks for the help!" 


| ran off quickly, hurrying to the short-for-now security line up. 


The plane to Copenhagen is a lot less crowded than | was expecting, but | mean who from LA. really takes non 
stop flights to Denmark? Not a lot of people that's for sure. 


| think I've been on the plane for about an hour or two, I'm not honestly sure. Time keeps passing like no body's 


business. 

The air on the airplane is stale and everything smells like plastic. But I'm alone on my row so | got to choose 
the window seat. The clouds are fucking fluffy today. They could go toe to toe with my hair. 

| take my trusty Walkman out of my bag, popping in a Whitesnake tape. 

Yes Whitesnake. | know. It's not something l'd normally listen to but | mean how can you not? | mean yes, some 


of the songs sound really gay and all but | still love the album. John Sykes and David Coverdale are a match 


made in musical heaven! Not to mention God (Cozy Powell) on drums. | mean Neil's a good bassist and all but | 


think that both Cliff and David are better than him. And he looks like a shoe. 

Fuck, | hope | don't ever accidentally say that to someone. That would be embarrassing. 

| think out of all the albums Whitesnake has released, Slide It In is my favourite. | hear that they're in the 
studio again, but not with Cozy. That makes me sad, he's such a great drummer. | wonder if David fired him 
or if he quit. 


| take a while to just watch the clouds and the bright blue sky, admiring the picturesque look of it: 


After a while of just watching the sky and listening to music, | notice my eyelids start to grow heavy, so | 
decide to roll with it and close them. It's not long before | start to dream. 


Kind Eyes. 


Author's Notes: 

l'm sorry for taking so long to update my stories, I've had a bit of a scary week. I've been in and out of the 
hospital but I'll be okay. | don't really like this chapter, but something is better than nothing | guess. | hope you 
guys are still enjoying the story) 


Pain. Even more pain. 

Not as bad as before, but still fucking awful. 

This pain is different, it feels more.. sharp if that makes sense. 

My head is absolutely pounding, it feels like someone is hitting it with a hammer. 

| slowly open my eyes, the pain increasing in a surge as soon as | see the bright lights. 


| blink a few times, trying to force my eyes to adjust to the harsh contrast to the blackness | just saw for 
god knows how long. 


My eyes adjust and take a moment to focus. 

Then | see him. 

Dave is sitting in a chair beside my bed, holding my hand as he sleeps. 

| wonder how long he's been there and | wonder how long I've been asleep for. 


The last thing | remember was going under anesthesia to have some complicated series of operations done. | 


hope they didn't fuck anything up. 

| slowly turn my head to look at the other side of the room, fearing that if | move too quickly it will hurt 
| slowly and carefully stretch out all of my limbs, lightly woking Dave up in the process 

He lifts his head from the bed, greeting me with a warm smile 

"Hey, you're awake. How are ya feeling?" He asks me, gently pushing the hair out of my face 


"I feel like | got hit by a bus. What happened anyways?" 


He gives me a smirk before beginning to rub circles on the back of my hand using his thumb. 
"You were crushed by a bus." Hah how ironic. 


"The driver drove over black ice by accident, and the bus swerved and threw you out the window. It landed on 


top of you." 
Fuck. 
"Wow. That sucks." We both let out a laugh, mine is short lived and it makes me wince with pain. 


"Be careful baby, you don't want to rip out your stitches." Awhh Dave is acting all nurturing and loving; it's so 


cutel 


"l'm just gonna let the doctors know that you woke up. I'll be right back babe." He gives the back of my hand a 


kiss before walking out of the room. 

God | just love him so much. 

| wonder how he got here from LA. Wait where's ‘here’ anyways? | still don't know where | am. 

But the fact that he's here and by my side helps a fuckton. 

| wonder if James, Lars or Kirk are here.. were they the ones screaming when | was being crushed? 
| can't wait to get out of here, | can't wait to be able to move properly. | just want to stand up and hug Dave. 
Dave returns just moments later with a doctor. 

Now that he's standing up | can see what he's wearing. Tight jeans with a Misfits shirt and a flannel. 
My Misfits shirt. 

My flannel. 

How cute. 


"Mr. Burton! It's nice to see you awake and smiling!" The nice lady doctor from before grins at me as she 


enters my room. 


"Please, call me Cliff. Mr. Burton sounds dumb." Both the doctor and Dave give a small chuckle when | say this. 


‘Okay, Cliff. Your surgery went very well, there was no complications. We're going to keep an eye on you for 


the next three days, just to be sure you are healing well." 

Three days? I'm going to fucking die of boredom. 

"Oh okay. Thanks doctor... 

"Lynn. Dr. Corinne Lynn. You can just call me Corinne." 

"Thanks, Corinne." She gave a quick smile and wave before waving Dave out of the room, to talk | presume. 
Dave returns in mere moments, returning to his position beside me. 

"You know, | thought | was going to lose you. | was so fucking scared" he says as he grabs my hand again 
"Don't worry baby, it's not that easy to get rid of me." | give him and wink and he leans over to kiss me. 
The moment our lips touch it's even more magical than our first kiss. 

| guess that's what almost dying does to you. 


"| guess this is a bad time to visit?" The sound of James’ voice ripped Dave and | out of our shared euphoria, 


a bright red blush heating up my face like a Christmas light. 

James just turns on his heel, walking back to where | presume the other are. 

Dave turns to me, red faced and embarrassed. 

"That was awkward." He says, smiling before leaning over to kiss me again. 

After several moments of kissing, we both pull away, not wanting to keep the others waiting too long. 
"lIl get them. Be right back" Dave says before standing up and waking out of the room. 

As he's walking, | can't help but admire his ass. 

| mean who could resist? It's just so.. perky! 

What a fine piece of ass. 

Attached to a fine man as well. 


A man | love. 


Moments later, Dave returns with Lars, Kirk and James, James walking the furthest away from Dave. Or is it 


the other way around? Dave could be avoiding James. Whatever. 

"Cliff" Kirk says, running to my bedside and giving me a gentle hug. 

Lars does the same, as does James. 

Dave just stands there, in the doorway, watching everything. 

Lars tries to sit down in the chair beside me, only to be stopped by James. 


"Dave should sit there. He should be closest to Cliff. Let him sit." What the fuck? 


James being civil towards Dave? The same James who has held a grudge against Dave because Dave left him 


after James cheated on him? 

Dave looked taken aback, his eyes are so big he could pass for a cartoon character. 

"Uh okay." Was all Lars said before getting up and standing next to Kirk. 

"So how have you been feeling?" Kirk asked, trying to break the obvious tension in the room. 


"ve been almost dead, cut open, hurting because | was just cut open, just the usual." That joke gained some 


small laughs from everyone in the room. 

"Well we're glad you're not really dead and six feet under." Dave said, taking my hand. 

"So you guys are still together?" Lars asked, James averting his eyes from anyone's gaze. 

"Yeah, we're still together." Dave and | said in unison. 

"That's good I'm glad you guys are happy." James chimed in 

James. The one who kicked Dave out of his band because he was jealous. 

What the fuck. 

| have no idea what drugs James is currently on, but there is no way he could be sober right now. 
"Thank you." Dave said, locking eyes with James. 


The look on James’ face was remorseful and regretful, as if he was genuinely sorry for cheating on Dave. 


Well too bad, he can apologize all he wants. He will never get Dave back. 


"So how do you feel?" Kirk chimed in, earning an eye roll from Dave. He seriously dislikes Kirk, but that's 


understandable, if it were me l'd hate him with a burning fury. 

"| feel like shit" | said, smiling even though | feel like death. 

‘Of course you do. You were crushed by a bus." Lars piped up this time, earning a smirk from Dave. 

Yet another member of Metallica who Dave isn't very fond with. 

The guys in Metallica started talking about something, | didn't care. | just looked over to Dave, staring deep into 
his beautiful hazel eyes. | always wonder how his eyes can be so bright and full of happiness, light and love, 


even though they're more of a dull hazel. 


He moved his chair closer to my bed, sitting down and grabbing my right hand once more, holding it with both 
of his hands. 


I'm so happy you're okay baby. | don't know what | would've done if you didn't make it." His eyes start to glass 


over, | can tell he's trying not to cry. 


"Hey, you don't have to worry about that though. I'm not going anywhere yet” 


